Untrue Love

With razor tongue,
I cut a piece,
Off of his untrue heart.

I chewed it up
And spit it out,
Upon his wanton tart.

I wish to watch
Him bleed a bit,
Before from him I go.

The love in place
Of mine he put,
I wanted him to know.

Love just for him,
Did not exist,
He was one of two.

Love he’ll get,
Just like he gave,
Unjust and untrue. 
----------

This was for a young lady who got angry
and tore into a husband and his girl friend.
The husband's girl friend also had another lover. 
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